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with the back of his hand. He added desperately:
' It's more than the heat. It's Furze. He's driving
me terribly, Mr. Bellamy. I'm almost off my head
with it. I'd have lost my choir job by now if Canon
Ronder hadn't put in a word for me, I can't attend
to anything.'

' Furze?' Bellamy said. ' Has he got his clutch
on you?'

* I don't know where I am with him.   I don't
seem to be able to get clear.'

* It would be a charity to the town if someone put
a bullet through that man's brains,' Bellamy said.
' Come and talk to me about it sometime.   You're
too good a man to go to pieces/

After he had gone Burdon looked out down on
to the crowd. The sun blazed down on them.
Through the other window a murmuring of voices
and a steady shuffle of feet came up. Motor-cars
pressed slowly up the hill, hooting as they went, an
old man was selling balloons and they floated, red
and green and blue, above the people's heads. The
Cathedral bells were jangling, and from the bottom of
the street could be heard the lowing of cows and the
bleating of sheep, for it was also market day. The
voices of the crowd were very cheerful, laughter,
men calling to one another, and a woman's voice
suddenly raised: 'Come here, Mary Jane, do.
You'll be being run over.'

c They all seem happy enough/ Burdon thought
bitterly, * And here am I in this mess. By God, the
heat's awful/

Klitch was standing at the door of his shop,
watching everything with a delighted, almost childish
interest. He looked very smart and dapper with